TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
prestige that made an Irishman so forgetful of his own
heritage of culture as to be actually flattered if he
came to be accepted as one of themselves. England
was the only country that could make money and
servile subjects out of selling snubs. That's what
WE OURSELVES would stop. It sounded well. But
another thing, which did not sound any too well,
smote my outward ear. The swing door opened and
a sober-suited figure topped by a glowing countenance
took the stool beside me and broke into song:
" Arrah, Barney, Silly Barney !
The humour in the corner of your eye.
Wid your blarney, Silly Barney
Would kill the sparrows in the sky !
No aversion, rale diversion.
Ho, Ho, Ha, Ha, Ho, Ho, He, He, Ho Ho ! "
Arthur shrugged uneasily. I resolved under no cir-
cumstances to introduce my lyrical acquaintance, I
was too embarrassed at the moment to consider him a
friend. I sat in silence between Arthur and the Bard
who knew the reproductive systems of all creation.
If Weary would only come and remove him ! But
Weary's defection was to me an indication of the
advanced state of Barney's exaltation. Weary had
slipped home. Where was the Citizen ? The Citizen
had enough wits left to avoid being seen in such
company by Arthur Griffith, who was intolerant of
drunken men and suffered fools badly.
" Too-looral, and Too-looral, Too-looral, aye-eh !
We're happy and merry, contented and gay.
With pigs in our parlours and drakes that won't lay.
Too-looral, Too-looral, Too-looral, aye-eh ! "
Awful ! And the suggestion it implied that the
natives were factors in their own low standard of
living ! Relief was not long in coming.
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